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could afford it A great man, his master, one of the
greatest in Singapore, and everybody on the veranda
seemed to know it They were flattering him and
petting him as he had seen the women on the Lawas
River fuss a head chief. They told him again and
again about the wonderfulness of his disguise. They
laid a table on the veranda, and with their own hands
brought him strange eatables.
And Archibald noticed with relief that at last he
appeared to have forgotten about his accident, and
was smiling contentedly.
" Let my man Podd sit down on the floor here," he
said. Then Archibald found himself rushed into the
very centre of the picture. They brought him things
to eat, also, these beautiful ladies, queer-tasting things.
Egganbacon one was called. Perhaps the most re-
markable was a wonderful berry called the strawberry.
Yes, he was acquainted with the European grass called
straw; in the Labuan office of his late employer he
had seen pacjdng-cases full of it, so he told the ladies,
smiling broadly; but he was unaware that the fruit
of this straw was so beautiful and so pleasant to the
palate. They laughed with joy to see him so pleased,
and brought him still more fruit. His master,
strangely enough, would not eat it, saying that it
reminded him of the cold and melancholy north and
destroyed the atmosphere.
Archibald did not know what that meant, but it
spoilt his appetite for the next plateful. They were
nice, but he did not want to destroy anything belong-
ing to his master. So he left half. When he thought
no one was looking he put one or two of the best